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blows raining down on its heaving flanks, and I would
go on working. I met others who felt as I did in a
society for preventing this cruelty, and gradually we
began to make progress by teaching drivers that animals
were their friends and by stopping, partially at least,
the manufacture of some of the more cruel devices."

He lowered his voice so that it came out with a
curious hissing sound. His fingers never stopped writh-
ing together as he spoke.

"A year ago my friends made me join a political
youth club. Previously I hadn't been much interested
in politics, but at this club I saw for the first time the
importance of laws and of freedom. It was as if I had
lived all my life without being able to see the stars and
the moon but now could observe them for the first time.
I now had a second cause, the cause of my country's
liberty. I volunteered to take a part in the demonstra-
tion which was being planned. Well, I dare say you
heard about it. The crowd got out of control. There
were accidents and property was damaged. That night
three members of our committee were arrested by the
French police. I was one of them. They wanted the
names of the rest."

All his limbs were trembling now, and his eyes were
staring horribly into the corner.

"I was put into a cell by myself. The door was
slammed, and I was left alone until noon the next day,
when a soldier came in and fastened a bandage tight
round my eyes.

" ' What's that for ?' I asked. He said I would see
in time. He told me to strip. Then I understood. I
was going to be beaten. The bandage was so that I
could not see who was beating me. The soldier tore the
last clothes from my body when he heard footsteps